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Impenetrable as his palace, he set up between us
a wall of commonplaces, tricked out with charming
mots, like the flower-girt walls encloistering his secret
gardens.
He drew the rug more closely round him. For a
moment his indifferent eyes ranged the vast panora-
ma of the lake gleaming below the terraces, a
vision of ideal beauty. Was he blind, I wondered,
to all that loveliness, to the perfection of this corner
of the earth, his kingdom ? Or had he identified
himself with it so intimately, so profoundly steeped
his soul in beauty, that he no longer seemed to see
it?
If Udaipur had a secret, who was the keeper of the
secret ? Could it be that helpless invalid who high
above his palace sits shivering at a tower-window,
waiting for a ray of his race-father, the Sun, to
befriend him? I had half expected he would
reveal to me the secret of that indefinable mystery
which broods over Udaipur. But perhaps its
curious fascination is lost on him. Or is he con-
scious of it, but fears that did he embody it in the
poor speech of mortal men, it would pass for ever
from the world ?
He said nothing.
Like its maharaja, Udaipur keeps its mystery
intact.